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Mom’s new boyfriend was a psychic, an ex-FBI operative, an ex-drug runner, an 
ex-Mexican prison inmate, a macrobiotic vegetarian New Age Jason Robards-type 

in his late 50s living in a mobile home with his mother. 

Mom filled me in on Bill as we drove through the desolate wetlands 
surrounding Corpus Christi International airport. She raved about his psychic 
ability and how much he’d already taught her. We were to be staying with Bill 
this Thanksgiving - he had a separate studio he’d built beside his mother’s trailer. 

and we could sleep there. 

, was suspicious; even to a 13-year-old it was obvious Mom was 
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" AUSU " , Ihat BiU -tad been gay for a while, but got over it, once 

Mom mentioned that d 
he realized it was such a dead end.* 

I breathed tteep and visualized dte intpene.rable Tower of Ugh, shining 
blue-white around my mind and heart, a column surrounding me and r.stng up 
into Heaven like a klieg light. Mom had taught me that this psychic barrier was 
neither aggressive nor hostile but a vibrant blank static. I didn’t want Bill sensing 

I was gay. 

Bill smiled at me - alot. He shook my hand and went out of his way to treat 
me like an adult. As soon as I’d put my suitcase in his studio he bustled us off to 
Charlotte’s Seaside Inn for dinner, where he made sure to offer me a beer. I said 
no thanks. I was nervous enough as it was and, given my normal degree of 
clumsiness, I knew I’d probably squirt tartar sauce all over the table. 

bipp,d m\ Led tea while he and Mom talked about buying a shrimp 

coa, together. 1 stared past him, through the plate glass window, out across the 

street, at this big home. 
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informed me, w«n complemented hy (In* *un minding black menquite trees. This 
time of year they were bore of fronds, Just spindly branches with wrinkled. 

Inn nt red beans. The branches all clawed desperately eastward, straining their 
thorn spiked limbs as if with taut, sinewy muscles. Hut their reach was not active, 
Bill explained, merely poor posture from years of the wind’s slow and persistent 
pressure. The trees stooped and swayed like calcium-deficient martyrs, snapping 
only in those rare and easily forgiven outbursts of hurricane. 

The mansion, I noticed, also had the only distinct, manicured lawn in town. 
All i lie oilier homes had irregularly shaped, unlrimmed patches of fleshy Si. 


Augustine grass, which bled down towards the crushed oyster-shell roads and 
driveways. Uninterrupted by sidewalks, the veins and tendrils of the grass crept 
boldly into humans' paths, retreating only after repeated crushings from tire 
treads Or after brute amputations, wrenched from their roofs by child prisoners 
or late summer vacation, who trudged home from the Mavrik Market in torn 
nip-flops, sucking on blue Fla-Vor-Ice sticks with bitter, unfocused 
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nevertheless I could hear Bill as well 

“I’ve been able to focus my 

orgasm but not - ejaculate. 

, wondered if he would come tomorrow to 

Granma. Maybe in the afternoon we d go to concrete 

Bu, Fulton had no beach, it turned out, merely a long stnp 

cmwling With fiddler crabs, millipedes, ants, silverftsh, wtuer bugs. Seagulls 

screamed and shrieked at Mom, Bill. Granma and I as we walked off our . y 

Thanksgiving buffet. Rickety private fishing piers crept across the shallow 
bay ou, into deeper waters, every 4th one or so collapsed and rotten, a skeleton of 
pilings battered by some past hurricane and abandoned. Wedged between the 
concrete were rusty cans of Big Red soda and paper grocery bags from H.E.B., 
the kind with hurricane-tracking maps printed on them. They always did that in 
late summer. You see, it was kind of a hobby for South Texas kids to track 
approaching disasters as vacation came to an end. 






